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there was no difficulty in lifting him. He was frozen
absolutely rigid, and remained in his original posture,
his arms crossed, and his knees drawn up to his chin.
The neck was bent, with the forehead nearly touching the
knees, and it was only with difficulty that George could
make out his features.
" He's dead, ain't he, George?" asked the man who
had discovered him, fearfully.
" Ay, he's dead, right enough," George replied, as
they laid him back on the snow. " You'd be dead if
you was frozen stiff as that. Why, he must have been
here since the snow fell, and that the day before yester-
day. Fell down and went to sleep like, all huddled up,
I reckon. They do say that's what happens to anyone
caught out in the snow."
*' Do 'ee know who 'tis, George?" one of the men
asked. " Do seem as if 'twas a stranger to L"
" Nay, I never seen him afore," George replied,
" *Tis a stranger to these parts, I reckon. Well, we
can't do nothing, 'tis a job for Sergeant Blewitt, over
to Weyford. We'll have to get him along. There's a
telephone up to Markheys, isn't there?"
** Ay, there's a telephone/* said the man who had
last spoken. " Be you goin' to use fun?"
" I'll run up to the house and see Mrs, Waller, You
chaps bide here. Better not disturb anything, the
Sergeant will want to see just how we found him. And
if the boss comes along, tell him where I've gone."
He made his way up to the house, where Mrs. Waller
greeted him, " Ah, here you be, Mr. Stickland. I
wasn't expecting you yet awhile, and the kettle's not
on. But it won't take me long to set it boiling. Where's
the other chaps? Ain't they coming up?"
" They'll be along presently," George replied. " I
came up because I've a message to send to Weyford,
There's a telephone in the house, ain't there?"